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Chapter Text
Yo

The ground and the surrounding weeds were dyed red when his – now characteristic – butcher knife penetrated the soft flesh at his disposal, breaking veins and nerves until cutting with a powerful slash the bone that all those layers of skin and muscle had been protecting. . Andrew had learned to sharpen it carefully (he bought the best tool for it), just as he had become meticulous in the art as the murders accumulated. Thus he separated limb by limb, piece by piece, in the body whose soul they had just offered to the demon in order to carry Ashley's talisman. Wasn't it strange to possess that ability? Andrew was still not convinced that they could trust demonic hospitality, considering how complicated it was to ritually deliver souls each time, in each new area they arrived at.

They never stayed long in the residences they found, whether in a hotel, motel, or renting a temporary apartment. From the first time they obtained false identities, they changed them from time to time to cover all traces of their presence in the areas where they lived carrying out murders. It was not easy to adapt to this pace of life but they became more astute when exchanging words with curious people, selecting among the same individuals the best model for their next victim.

At first it used to be his sister who chose the target, based on the slightest offense that the person had done to him or her, which mostly boiled down to murderous jealousy over some poorly hidden flirtation or friction. Andrew had to stop her when she lost her temper, of course. The older brother did not want to risk the most insignificant scene putting them in the crosshairs of some police officer. And it had never been easy for Andrew to control her, although he was apparently behaving better than he had ever been those days, which made him quite suspicious. Ashley was never understanding with him, she always pushed him to the limit, forced him to touch the edge; It bothered him a lot that lately he didn't even make fun of her mistakes in the acid way he was used to.

Dismissing the recounting of their lives up to this point in which he fragmented a body in the middle of the forest, Andrew sighed and stood up a little to adjust his bones with circular movements, thus relaxing his muscles to resume their activity, but the sound of The rustling dry branches stopped him. He did not feel panic, as he soon recognized his sister returning from her assigned task, pocketing the pistol in a holster he had recently purchased, which lay fastened to his belt. Andrew tried not to stare too long at the pronounced curves of that slender female body; he didn't need a distraction in his hectic night.

- Did you have any problems?

"No, all clear," she announced with an adorable smile. Andrew couldn't take it anymore.

"Come here," he said, standing up and extending his hand towards her, who, caring little about the blood staining the fingers she held, let herself be drawn towards her brother's figure in a hug, a gesture crowned with a kiss on her forehead. . Good girl.

Ashley smiled happily but she didn't say a word. It seemed like Andrew wasn't realizing how incredibly affectionate he was becoming with her day after day. Ashley was enjoying her attention without pointing out the fact since he would surely make him feel uncomfortable and those moments would become tedious again, just like those after the definitive vision of her relationship, the one that for her was never forgotten. She was saving her observations for a key occasion, after all she was a predator who knew when and where to pounce on her prey. Patience was not her favorite virtue but she wanted to believe it would be worth it.

"I'm almost done," Andrew purred against the tousled but silky black hair of his younger sister, as fascinated and devoted to the gesture as if it were the first time, "in a while we can go back to our apartment to rest."

—Don't forget our dinner.

"Don't worry, it was the first thing I secured when I started," she stated, pointing to the backpack with the bone protruding from the limb she had selected for Ashley to test her – slightly more acceptable – cooking skills on.

—You're the best, Andrew.

Ashley hugged her brother more effusively, making him laugh delightedly. It's true, she had gradually stopped calling him "Andy" and that had made her heart beat with force just by considering the possibility that they were burying the memory that those nicknames carried. She was accepting it, Andrew could only think that it was finally happening. He knew better than anyone that he couldn't let his guard down with a creature as versatile and deceptive as her, but he felt so good that to call him by his name, even when she seemed so lost in her dreams. She pressed her against him a little more, feeling her skin warm in response to her presence, to the heat of that tempting and forbidden body. Just one more moment, one extra second enjoying her closeness and he would let her go.

—Do you want to help me bury the remains? I have already prepared the grave.

- Why not? —Ashley responded casually, prompting her brother to break contact with her when she stirred in her arms, noticing the disappointed expression that appeared on Andrew's face immediately, which made her smile internally maliciously. —. Did you dig deep? I don't want you to whine when we're gone because you're afraid someone will find it.

—Who do you take me for? I already have a lot of experience in this thanks to you.

—Although we don't always use the same methods to disappear corpses —Ashley laughed.

"Thanks to me," the older brother mocked. You are welcome.

Within a couple of hours the plan to hide the evidence had been completed and the brothers were back in their temporary three-room room in an old but still functional building. Once there, Andrew tried to understand how they managed to recover a little of the peace they deserved, life continued to spin and the risks remained latent but it was easier to cope with it, the burden that rested on their shoulders was not as suffocating as it was. It would have been long ago when the sensation of killing and cannibalizing was fresh. Perhaps it was because Ashley was not trying to suffocate him with excessive whims, this time it was he who chose to please her without any suggestion from her. In some way she felt as if she had given him control of her life, because in the past he felt as if she demanded too much of him and did not receive the slightest trust despite all her efforts.

Maybe Ashley had also learned along the way that the two of them were a team.

Collapsed on the couch, Andrew looked in the direction of her sister as she moved through the kitchen, she had taken off the sweater she had been wearing to protect herself from the outside weather and was now only wearing her characteristic tight clothes; The sight of her bare legs was wonderful, her movements fluid and inviting. The older brother gulped when his eyes rose further and he looked away. He shouldn't be devouring her with the sight of her now, he scolded himself, there was no way he could hide such a pronounced erection when she hadn't had time to masturbate in an entire month. And all that time Ashley had stopped crossing her boundaries or demanding her attention as if she were trying to seduce him; Somehow it made him feel lonely that she didn't do it when in the past she was always pretending that she didn't want that.

He growled, no, they were supposed to be fine now. He shouldn't renege because her sister had finally picked up on her complaints and agreed to give her space. No matter how much she missed seeing her cleavage up close and drinking in the tingling that her weight on her pelvis generated. He bit his lower lip in frustration. Maybe he could take advantage of Ashley's distraction to take care of himself before he could freak out.

-Call me if you need anything. I'll be in the bedroom.

“Okay,” Ashley hummed, immersed in her activity. Andrew couldn't help but smile, his sister was so charming when she acted like that.

He walked at a regular speed and closed the door behind her, leaning against it to rub his face with his palms, torturing himself with that old vision of them starring in a post-coital scene that they decided to give a second round to. He shook his head and went to lie on the bed trying to imagine anything that could help him with the task at hand, it's a shame his brain couldn't generate anything other than his sister naked and posing in different ways. excessively inappropriate. If only pornographic magazines had served him before, he would have gotten some when he saw them displayed on the newspaper stand that morning in the market. He then decided to move to the bathroom for fear of being found by Ashley masturbating, turning on the lock and stopping in front of the mirror, where he observed his darkened expression mixed with desire filling her body.

He really he was sick. What a hypocrite she had been all her life, pretending to be better than his psychopathic sister when deep inside her being he was always looking for an excuse to fuck her. It would really be easy for him to give in to these animalistic impulses, but seeing that Ashley never loved him the same way stopped him, he still did. It was her whim to keep him different from the love he could give her if she obediently opened her legs for him, if she truly were fully aware of what this meant for them. Andrew doubted she would ever notice her, to him she was still the same devilish girl who was looking for a way to lock him in.

a cage to admire him and take him out to play when he wanted, then put him back out of the reach of other people. Just that light that took care of her and offered her life unconditionally. He was sure that to her, he was the best thing in the world. Oh, how wrong she was from the beginning.

"You have no idea what I am, Ashley..." Andrew murmured, leaning over the sink, propping himself up with a fist as he worked on his aching erection, parting their lips soundlessly, intoxicated by his twisted imagination. He wanted to rape her, ruin her completely, destroy every orifice of her body savagely. He'll just use her like an object and listen to her beg for more. Make her her sex slave as well as her tender little sister. Was it too much to ask? Andrew bit down so hard that he made her skin bleed. “Damn…” he moaned breathlessly as he finally came, his lungs racing to catch the breath lost between his heavy breathing. “You're a fucking monster, Andrew Graves,” she told herself.

After a few moments of reflection as he drowned himself in a thick puddle of guilt, he cleaned up his mess and left to the sound of Ashley's call, unaware of the demonic glow on her right palm as he touched her. toward. The brothers had a pleasant dinner, free of fights or suggestive jokes, that's how they retired to sleep. Andrew shifted, noticing how far out of reach Ashley was, so he fought the urge to pull her closer. He was finding it difficult to get over this separation, because even though they continued to share a bed, she lacked his clingy attitude. This time they did behave like brothers. He didn't like him at all.

- You can not sleep?

"Oh, so you're not asleep yet."

—I try but you don't stop moving, I thought you said you were handling the nightmares well. Do you want to talk about it?

-No.

—Then try to get some sleep.

—…Ashley.

- That?

- Did I do something to bother you?

—Hmm? Because you said so? —Faced with his sister's curious and innocent tone, Andrew chose to give up his interrogation, he did not want to risk having a tense exchange, they had a very good streak of healthy coexistence in their relationship and the last thing he wanted was for her to bother with him for any nonsense, if that happened this time I would apply the silent treatment; Andrew was unwilling to deal with the pain of not hearing Ashley's voice.

—Forget it, good night.

Andrew rolled over and tried to sleep. It bothered him a lot that Ashley didn't insist, she had really stopped being an annoying bitch; He should be happy with it but he wasn't like that at all, what a surprise, he was really missing me pushing him to the limit. He waited and waited, he wasn't sure how much of her but he turned to her younger sister when he assumed she was sleeping soundly, so he watched her back longingly for her, giving up pretending to finally approach her. and hug her from behind. Fuck, anything he would give for her to turn around and press her braless breasts into her chest. He played with her hair long enough to be knocked into unconsciousness; satisfied with the heat generated with her bodies.

.

«Did you ever wonder why she was able to summon one of us on her first attempt? Why did they get a response from Lord of Unknown with her help »

"It's because she's not like any human being."

"Her tar soul allows her to achieve stable communication with our species thanks to her perverse essence and her twisted mind."

"Due to her nature she is able to create a vortex between herself and us"

«The human must have fervent desires, desperate enough for him to capture our attention, because in this way the negotiations will be simple, but it is not a requirement that applies to it»

«Fresh blood, symbols, music, are important means to open a portal where we can travel without problems, and a dark soul makes the transfer much easier»

«She can become an excellent offering for the King of Demons»

"Her or her most precious possession, for which she would be able to sacrifice her entire world"

«Either of the two can allow our reality to transfer from one dimension to another»

«But that is a decision that is not for her to make, but for you as a container, whose soul has been corrupted by her persistent influence.»

"When the moment comes. What will you do, Andrew Graves?

.

Andrew opened his eyes in shock, only to realize the darkness that covered him. For a moment he panicked, afraid that he had fallen into a hell from which there was no return, but he managed to notice the body he was clinging to with such vigor. He wasn't sure what all those voices buzzing in his head had been, but it was a relief to feel those thin brlashes around him, as well as her slender legs intertwined with his. The cold he felt was replaced by an overflowing heat that prompted him to fill the other's face with kisses, short but hungry, stopping just when he reached the height of those dry lips, which he contemplated with such intensity that Ashley's closed eyelids suffered an obvious disturbance, causing the premature awakening of his sister, who looked confused because of the abrupt scenario that greeted her sight.

—Couldn't you wait until dawn?

- That?

-I'm tired. I know how much you want me to comfort you but show me a little consideration.

"I don't..." Andrew blushed when he over-analyzed her sister's words, who, still sleepy, understood perfectly what was happening or perhaps she was drowning in the haze of their childhood together to say that so naturally.

—I'm here, I'm not going anywhere, okay? Don't worry. —Ashley offered light pats on her back and neck, confirming the older brother's suspicions—. It's okay, Andy. —Such mention chilled Andrew's heart again, the fire in his body being absorbed by the feeling of anger and irrational jealousy, which is why he didn't mind being abrupt when he pushed her away, capturing her now under his figure, only then did Ashley seem to recover a little. little, his conscience reacting with the fervor of rage. Curse! What the fuck is wrong with you!?

—I'm Andrew.

—Uh!?

-You are taking me for someone else.

Andrew's voice was cold, emotionless, and his eyes were sharp as his knife. Ashley didn't seem to understand the statement he had made until the daze lifted from her mind, allowing her to understand what had happened. Her expression turned sad then, a fact that tugged at Andrew's nerves, making him unconsciously tighten the grip he kept on his sister's wrists, uneasy and hurt.

—Damn, that wasn't how I wanted to start the day. What time is it? —Ashley tried to hide it with a nervous smile.

—It's not dawn yet.

- No? So why the hell are you picking me up if you don't have anything important to tell me, Andrew?

—So I'm back to being Andrew.

—And what does that mean!? Seriously, Andrew, I'm not in the mood. —Ashley kept her words to herself as soon as she caught a glimpse of how her brother was hiding his gaze from her, letting her hair get in the way of the contact they had maintained, which made her feel unsure about how to move. What's the matter? You're acting... weird.

—Can you really not forget about him?

-The WHO? Come on, Andrew, it's just a nickname.

"It's more than that," she replied, looking up again, but this time wearing a frustrated expression. Andy represents everything I hate, Ashley. Why do you cling to him so much? I... Am I not enough? Despite everything I have done and am willing to do for you.

—Wow, Andrew. —Ashley tried to free herself but ended up simply rubbing herself on the bed, she could no longer hold the turquoise gaze that watched her every movement like a hunter, so she made an attempt to get an answer that suited her using her best moves, her goal was to make him uncomfortable. —. What is this? A passionate confession of love? We are brothers, you know? I thought it was you who was worried about that detail.

"I only care that you're Ashley," she snapped firmly. Ashley, not Leyley.

—I liked being Leyley… until you wanted us to bury her.

—On that occasion you wanted to leave with Andy, not with Andrew. And that night in our parents' kitchen you said you didn't like Andrew.

—Yes, and you gave me your ultimatum. "That Andrew would be the only thing she would have of her," Ashley recalled, smiling mischievously, challenging the man who refused to let her go or even stop cornering her as if she were her next snack.

—Do you still think you can bring back your beloved Andy?

—…I guess I've lost hope. No matter what I do, he has stopped responding to my call, so it can be said that I am in the last phase of my mourning for him. I bet that pleases you, huh, you big-little imposter freak? Andrew growled at that description of himself, making Ashley laugh. That? Have I hurt your feelings, animal? Don't think that because you have me immobilized, you are going to see me subdued by your shadow. If Andrew thinks he can tame me, I want to see him try.

Andrew leaned toward her, finding a space between the juncture of her neck and shoulders, almost unintentionally brushing the warm skin with the tip of his nose, breathing in her scent as he spread his hot breath to savor the way Ashley felt. shuddered in response. He really felt the need to sink his teeth into her flesh, ready to taste the blood that he was sure to spurt from his rough and premeditated treatment of her. But although every slightest instinctive movement in her was triggering him, he knew that he was not ready to burden her with tremendous responsibility, at least not yet.

"So you want to keep playing dirty, all right," he whispered instead. We'll see if you're as special as you think you are, dear sister.

—The devil himself is at my service right now, Andrew. I don't rely on luck.

Andrew laughed softly at that comment and finally let Ashley slide freely across the bed, adopting a more comfortable position for her to rest. She yawned loudly and stretched, so relaxed by her presence that he continued to silently admire her, reluctant to take up her end of the bed as if she had anything more to say. However, when Ashley encouraged him to talk, he just shook his head to get comfortable under the covers. In any case, Ashley didn't need to know about the many fantasies that had invaded her mind for milliseconds.

—Good night, Ashley.

-Good night. —The younger sister imitated her most precious – and now renewed – toy with the intention of returning to her dream, because she sensed that an important event was approaching in the world of dreams and she did not want it. lose. Even so, she didn't think of going to sleep without having played her trump card up her sleeve. By the way, Andrew, every day we get closer to making our vision together a reality, keep up the good work.

As anticipated, Andrew did not respond directly to his attack, but she felt his body tense like a rock. She heard him babble and choke on scandalized moans very clearly. She could almost perceive the blush emanating from him. So even though Ashley had the urge to mock her to her face, she took pity on him for once; She should thank him that she loved him so much. Furthermore, the fact that he wasn't peeing his pants at the idea gave her the impression that he had either accepted it or simply didn't see the point in fighting with her about it: either way, it meant that he wouldn't hold a grudge if she brought it up in the future.

.

Quiet days have passed, no news about the discovery of a body broken into pieces distributed throughout the forest, and they are ready to continue the journey to a new location. However, in the slow process of packing something else interrupted their plans. The leader of the cultists they were forced to be a part of had knocked on the door that morning, and they had no choice but to greet him and listen to what he had to say. Andrew prepared coffee for him, resisting the urge to pour some powerful poison into him, because from that fateful moment his sister was considered a kind of dark messiah for her easy connection with demons, which could guide these fanatics with flocks of fools to effect a successful purge of the world, as they had apparently sought since their founding.

It was the reason they had increased the number of their offerings after all.

If it hadn't been for the fact that they were cornered that time and were desperate for protection from the authorities, Andrew was convinced that he would never have allowed one of his many secrets to be known. That they were forced to reveal Ashley's clairvoyant power was a means of bringing back a bit of her normal lives, although she wouldn't have liked the price. Much less did she like how accommodating this man was with her sister, who could clearly tell how much she enjoyed the excessive adoration, which she had not obtained from anyone but him. Was it too early to admit that she was dying of jealousy? Maybe that was the main reason anyway. Nothing new under the sun.

—So, are you telling me that the best time to perform the ritual that we have planned since the day the association was founded and that is according to the demonic readings, should be celebrated during the new moon in a week?

"That's what I said, it was the deal I reached in this recent meeting, they are sometimes very random in their requests, I guess they have their own calendars," Ashley said with an easy smile. But don't worry, I'll be sure to let you know if I get another signal.

—If this is how it must be, I count on your wisdom. You are the incarnate Virgin who will guide us to paradise. We are all in his hands.

—Oh, enough, enough flattery. Just make sure you keep those juicy souls and everything will be perfect.

"You shouldn't worry," the man commented, wearing a smile that could be described as evil; That didn't give Andrew a very good feeling but, well, what did he care about innocent lives having dedicated himself to taking them a long time ago -, I have personally selected only the best among our brave volunteers, I am sure they will be a good tribute to Lord of Unknown When the moment comes.

—I'll bet that.

—Well, I better leave. The cult leader stood and eagerly shook his hand with Ashley. I would not like to further inconvenience his valuable time or his protector.

—Oh, if you mean his murderous eyes, ignore it, Andrew looks at everyone like that lately.

—With his permission. —The leaderer of the cult offered a respectful bow to Ashley and a short one to the older brother, then headed for the exit without waiting to be guided by his hosts, who watched him go until they were sure that his steps had faded into their path. totality with distance.

—What was that supposed to be?

- What thing? —Andrew snorted at his sister's apparent ignorance, choosing to change the subject.

—I can't believe we're doing this now.

—Excuse me, but who was in charge of the negotiations in the past? I didn't want to be seen as some kind of demonic saint, that was your idea.

—I see that you enjoy it.

—Fuck you, I'm following your example of keeping up appearances. Also, I don't understand what's bothering you. We are protected by them. The little cult we thought was shit actually has members who can easily bail us out if the worst happens.

—Yes, but that doesn't mean we'll stop being careful.

- I already know it! Stop repeating it! This time I have been behaving well and seriously, you should stop reproaching me as if I were exposing myself to the eye of the hurricane.

-…Correct. Andrew cringed a little as he thought about it, embarrassed. I'm sorry, Ashley.

-Apology accepted. Now, can we go back to what we were doing before?

Ashley walked past him without paying him any further attention, an appearance that made Andrew feel a little dissatisfied. As he watched his sister finish gathering her belongings, he realized that he was at a point where even he wasn't sure what he wanted. They had enough money, Six Eyes' protection, a relatively calm routine. What was it that worried him now? At that moment he remembered the voices that had woken him up in the early morning. By general law, only an idiot ignored the consequences that contact with demons would bring, although it was not a good idea to challenge them when they had managed to evade arrest or certain death throughout their career as criminals. He was never a believer, much less a devotee, so perhaps he was debating between being faithful to his new occupation or looking for a way to distance himself, as that would mean important risks that they would not be abstained from taking, misfortune would break out sooner or later.

- Andrew! I refuse to be the only one who works here!

Responding to his demands, Andrew turned and looked at his beautiful companion a little longer. All he wanted and needed from her the most was her; He couldn't bear the thought of losing her, he never could, even in the past when he began to be fully aware that she was ruining every aspect of his life, because if his hatred for her won over the love he had for her and he made the decision to kill her, I knew he would go after her on his own sooner or later. He was ironic, he could have improved many aspects of her life according to the circumstances but her emotional dependence on him not only increased but helped her embrace what his infant self would repudiate if she were present to look at him.

"Ashley," he called, breaking the distance that separated them, stroking her hair as he used to do without losing sight of her fuchsia eyes. If anything in our path becomes distorted, I will find a way to keep you safe, no matter what the cost.

—Hey, thanks?

-I'm serious.

Ashley looked away as her cheeks began to burn. Her brother had always made sure to protect her, it was something she couldn't deny even if she wanted to, it was because of him that she was still standing, without forgetting that she had even taken the trouble to train him so that he would be able to understand her thirst to possess him. She could act like a brat and not admit out loud how dedicated Andrew was to her from the moment he was forced to raise her, but if he needed her approval in these small ways to stay there, there was nothing wrong with giving him what she wanted. what did he want; he had learned it that way. On an impulse she captured him in a hug and whispered to him.

—I believe you, Andrew. You haven't disappointed me so far, so I hope it continues like this.

—Is it still difficult for you to trust me? That hurts me, you know?

"Then make sure you prove your loyalty to me when it's crucial."

"As if I don't always do it, you little bitch."

"Asshole," she insulted him only to be the only one to close the conversation before they immersed themselves in silence and enjoying their bodies until something else crossed her mind.

—Are you cold, Ashley? Why are you shaking?

—It's because of what you said. I do not want that.

—Huh?

—Don't protect me if it means you have to sacrifice yourself, you hear? If I'm going to be forced to live without you, fuck you. Make sure you protect us both.

—That… wouldn't be very romantic.

—I don't care, you must be there with me no matter what the cost, understand?

Andrew snorted but didn't break the hug, although he felt the urge to scold him for giving him extra work, he understood how meaningless it was for them to separate at this point, at this point.

Yes, he did not refute. Instead he accepted the proposal with more enthusiasm, loving her in silence.







